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Wishing 


Author's Notes: 
Alright | dont OWN any of these characters, | wish but NO! It\'s fiction! NOT REAL, FAKE! Based on real people 
but not REAL events. FICTION. 


"I sit up in my room in front of my desk writing about him. The man that | ever so adored and wanted ever 
since | can remember. | stare at his picture, a poster really, that hangs on my wall next to my bed. It was 
weird, | never thought I'd meet this man, this prince of mine. | 

remember looking up seeing him playing his guitar and looking down at me. | remember him taking me to a 
studio a few blocks away, and singing about how he wasn't being fooled by me. That's when | ran, for the clock 
was about to strike midnight and |..." 


"What are you doing!?" screamed at my stupid stepsister, Jodi, from my doorway. "You haven't washed my 


car. | need it!" | look up from my diary into her eyes. 


"You know what wash your own car!" | yelled without thinking. 


"You bitch, I'm telling mother," she spat out. "MOTHER! and she exited my room. 


| sighed heavily and shut my diary and put it in my desk. | got up and pushed in my chair | looked up at the 


poster and whispered softly, "I wish | could see you again" | turned and exited my room. 


"You missed a spot!" screamed Jill, my other step-sister. "It has to be clean ALL clean" 
"Why do you care it's not you're car," | said to her with out looking up from the suds. 
“Because | ride in this car too," said Jill sitting on the deck with lemonade in her hand. "Missed another spot" 


"Are you done yetl?" screamed Jodi as she came out side and walked towards the driver door. "It's been I5 


minutes come on now!" 

"What are you doing?" asked Jill pulling her sunglasses down 

"I got the new Cinderella tape." | perked up at Jodie's response. “I'm going to listen to it if you don't mind." 

"| don't mind at all, blast it up," said Jill leaning back in her chair. 

| stood waiting for the music all ready to hear the voice of my prince. Jodi fumbled with the switches and 
tape inside the car. | rinsed out my rag and started on the back bumper. That's when | heard that guitar, that 
music, that energy. My heart started to beat faster and my breathing picked up pace. Then | heard that voice 
and | gave a small scream and bobbed my head a bit and sang with the chorus.. 

“Shake me! All night! Shake me! Shake it don't brake it baby! Shake me! All night! She said shake mel" | smiled 
through out the whole song and mastered every word. | re-lived that moment when | appeared on stage, in 
front row and looking up at him, singing, and spinning around. | looked up when | heard Jill and Jodi singing the 
song loudly. Drowning out Tom's words, | rolled my eyes and stood tall throwing my rag in the bucket. "I'm 


DONE!" they stopped singing and looked at me. 


"Finally," said Jodi getting up, Jill followed. "Tell mother that we'll be back. Were going to drive around and show 


off our new tape." | waved them away and entered the house and made my way towards the stairs. 
"Cindy, where are you going?" asked my mean step-mother from the living room. 

"Up to my room." 

"Good, you need to clean that room." 


"It is clean" 


"Well do better at it" 


| rolled my eyes and went to my room. | sat up on my bed and looked at my spotless room. | sighed and 
plopped onto my back looking up at the ceiling. | closed my eyes and drifted off into a blissful sleep. 


Meanwhile on a plane going from London to New York, sat Cindy's prince gazing out the window. He had his chin 
rested in his hand and he appeared to be in deep thought. 


"Tom..Tom..TOM|" yelled a voice to his right. Tom jerked his head around and faced him. "Do you think we should 
open with Gypsy Road or Shake Me?" 


"Uh. don't know, what ever one will bring out the energy from the fans," said Tom still not all the way back 
from his deep thought. 


"Well that could be either one," said Jeff looking at him with confusion. "Cause Gypsy Road is real powerful and 
Shake Me is to." 


"We'll just worry about it when we get there alright," said Tom turning back to the window. 

Jeff shook his head and went back looking at a guitar mag. Tom hadn't been himself lately, Emily and him had 
been fighting non-stop. This made his depression level higher and higher every day. 

What didn't help was that Emily was in NEW YORK CITY and that was where they were heading. They'd only 


been married about a year and a half and already going down hill. Emily was staying with her sister up in NYC 
and she was most likely going to be at the show. Jeff looked back up at him and then quickly back. 


Cindy was awoken with a jolt as she heard her bedroom door bang open. Jodi and Jill bounced inside and glared 


down at her. "Mother said you better have you're room clean or you're to go to bed without supper.” 
"My room is clean, it never wasn't," said Cindy. 

"You need to re-organize it, it's sooo." started Jodi. 

"Ugly," cut in Jill. "Everything you have is s00000..” 


"Gross," cut in Jodi. "Except that wall" She pointed over at the Cinderella poster that hung on Cindy's wall. "Well 
the wall is ugly but the poster makes it not so ugly." 


"You don't deserve to have that!" spat out Jill. 


"You're just jealous because Tom gave me attention. More attention then he gave ANYONE at that concert!" 
spat out Cindy. 


"Please, Tom isn't from around here he didn't know any better. He felt sorry for youl" yelled Jodi. 
"Like hell he didl" Cindy shot back. 


"Look Cindy, Tom is a musician the girls he picks up at concerts don't mean ANYTHING to him!" said Jill 
"They're just fuck arounds!" 


"I'd be his fuck around," said Jodi. 
"So would |," said Jill with a laugh and they left the room talking about their fantasies. 


Cindy slammed her door in anger and kicked it. She spun around with tears in her eyes and looked over at her 
poster. "My God, what if their right? What if | was just a fuck around," said Cindy sliding to the floor and 
crying. "But in order to be a fuck around, doesn't that mean I'd have to sleep with him? | did nothing of the 


sort" It's been two years since she saw him, she doubted she would ever see him again. 


